KING    WILLIAM    LAND
Charlie looking like an old Englishwoman, with a green mos-
quito-veil over his battered hat; Ole rosy and round, his bright
eyes winking as he told story upon story; all of them on holiday
and in holiday mood, and all giants with hands so big that
when, for emphasis, one put his hand on my leg, the leg
disappeared from view.
But Frenchy was the dominant figure, and he would sit run-
ning with sweat while his great head came forward across the
table and his great laugh shook the spoons in the drawer and
the dust in the attic.
'One afternoon,3 Frenchy would roar, 'I found seven hundred
fish in my net, each one as big as that,' — and his hands would
be up, two feet apart.
'Take it easy, Frenchy! We've heard that one before.'
'No! I mean it! That year I caught three thousand fish in
three weeks. And if you think that's anything, one year off
Hershel Island we bagged thirteen thousand fish, four hundred
and fifty seal, and three white whales, one of them living, for
she had caught her fin in the net and couldn't get out.
'That was in the days of old Bill Seymour, when Gap Peder-
son was only a cabin boy. That was something! Hershel Island
was full of white carcasses, anchors, harpoons; and all day long
you could hear the cat-o'-nine-tails whistling on deck. As soon
as a man said anything, they strung him up to the mast by his
thumbs, and you'd better not ask how he happened to be dead
when they untied him.'
He would pour himself another cup of sacramental wine:
'Those days are over. You don't find men like that any more.
Compared to them we're a lot of cream-puffs!'
Poor Father Delalande would sit blinking sleepily and think-
ing of the Mass he had to say in another couple of hours, for
they sat and talked until five in the morning, long after the
briefly set sun had climbed the sky again, and while the dogs
on their line whimpered like babies as the mosquitoes all but
hid their hair from view.
They would talk now and then of the Eskimos, and the
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